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"Jolly as a funeral feast."

The mother laughed softly and shook her head.
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Spring came, and the snow melted, exposing the inud
and dirt beneath. With every day the mud became more
and more noticeable; the settlement looked ragged and
unkempt. During the day water dripped off the roofs and
moisture oozed like sweat out of the grey walls of the
houses, but at night the icicles still gleamed whitely. The
sun lingered longer in the sky, and there was no mistak-
ing the murmur of the streams running down into the
swamp.

Preparations were begun for celebrating May Day.

Leaflets explaining the significance of this holiday were
scattered through the factory and settlement. Even the
young people who had not been affected by the propa-
ganda said as they read them, "Well have to make prep-
arations."

"High time!" said Vesovshchikov with a sullen smile.
"We've had enough playing at hide-and-seek!"

Feodor Mazin was full of enthusiasm. He was like a
caged lark, so thin had he become and so nervously trem-
ulous in speech and movements. He was always accom-
panied by the silent Yakov Somov, a lad too serious for
his years. Yakov now had a job in town. Samoilov (whose
hair seemed to have grown redder during his term in jail)
as well as Vasili Gusev, Bukin, Dragunov and a few
others, insisted that they should hold an armed demon-
stration, but Pavel, the khokhol, Somov and some others
objected.

Their arguments were reduced to a joke by Yegor, who
was as weary, out of breath, and perspiring, as ever.

"Our labours to change the existing social system are
noble indeed, comrades, but in order to expedite our suc-
cess, it is imperative that I buy myself a new pair of